The moft lamentable Tragedie 

Nor arme nor face,Q be fome other name 
Belo nging to a man. 

V that’s m a name that which we call a rofe. 

By any other w ord would fmell as fweete. 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cald, 

Retaine thatdeareperfe&ion which he owes. 

Without thatticle.fJewjeodoffe thy name. 

And for thy name which is no part ofthee. 

Take all myfelfc. 

Ro, I take thee at thy word: 

Gall me but loue,and lie be new baptizde. 

Hence forth I newer will be Romeo. 

lulu What m in arcthoU,thacthus befereend in night 
So fl umbleft on my counfell? 

Ro. By a name,! know nor how to tell thee who I amt 
My name deare faint, ishatefull to my fdfe, 
Becaufeitisan enemy to thee, 

Had I it written,! would teare the word, 

luli. Myeares ha; eyetnot drunke a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vttering,yetl know the found. 

Arc thou not Romeo,imd a ARomtagttei 

Rom. Neither fai re m aide, if either thee diflike. 

In. How earned thou hither, tell me,and wherefore!. 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe, 

And the place death,confidering who thou art 
If any of my kinfmen find thee here, 

Ro. With loues light wings did I oreperch thefe W2lls 3 
For ftony limits-cannot hold loue out. 

And what loue cando,that dares loue attempt: 
Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me. 

In. If they do fee thee,they will murther thee, - 
Ro, Alackc there lies more perill in thine eye. 

Then twenty oftheir {words, looke thou but fweete., 

And lam proefeagainft their enmity, 

Jti, 1 would not for the world they fa w thee here. 


offRvmea and hUet: 

Rom I hauenights cloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loueme,let them find me here. 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

p/Bv loue that firlt did prompmeto enquire, 

Helen t me counfell, and I lent him eyes: 

I am noPylot,yet wert thou asfar 

As that vail fhorewafhet with thefartheit lea* 

I flrould aduenture for fuch marchandife 

iu!i. Thou knowei! the maske of night is on my face, ■ 
Elfcwould l maiden blufh bepamt my cheekc, 
for that which thou haft heard mefpeake to night, 
f aine would I dwell onforme,taine,faine 5 denie 
What 1 haue fpoke,but farewell complement. 

Doeft thou loue me?I know thou wilt fay I: 

And I will take thy word, yet if thou fwearft. 

Thou maieft proue falfe,at louers periuries 
1 hey fay loue laughs,oh gentle Romeo , 

If thou doft loue, pronounce it faithfully: 

Orif thou thinkeftl am too quickly wonne, 
llcfrowne and beperucrfe,andfay thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooe, but elfc not for the world. 

In truth fake ARomtague I am too fond: 

And therefore thoumaieft thinks my behauiour light,', 
Buttruft nieGentleman,Ilc proue more true. 

Then thofethat hauecoyingtobeflrange, 

3 flioul d haue beene more ftrange,I muft confefTc,, 
Butthat thou ouer heardfterel was ware- 
My trudoue paision,therefore pardon me. 

And nor impure this yeelding to light loue, . . 

Which the darke night hath fo difeouered. 

Rom, Lady ,by yonder bkfledMoone I, vow, 

That tips with bluer all thefefruite tree tops, 

I *• O fweare not by the Moone th’inconftant Moone 
ihatmonethly changes in hes circled erbe, 
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